good thing, it seems, even for light-weight people. But
I seem to have full control over this crisis, if it can
be so called. I am not interrupting the experiment
altogether, but shall modify it from time to time, as
may be found necessary. I took curds, as you know,
yesterday. Feeling quite well at 11 o'clock, I took
finely powdered twice cooked almonds and soaked
raisins. This is how matters stand today, (Wednesday).
This will be posted six days after. You will have further
developments either through this letter or through
the general letter. I give you these details to put you
and the others at ease. The knowledge that the slightest
derangement in my health upsets you all, causes me
more anxiety than the derangement itself. Complete
abandonment of dietetic experiment will be for me the
worst evil. It is part of my search. But the evil is not
in the experiment, the evil is in me. I have not learnt
the art of taking food as medicine, pure and simple.
That means complete mastery over the palate. I am
far from it still. I believe that if I acquire it, the giving
up of milk will be an easy job. That it is not a healthy
human being's food, I have not a shadow of a doubt.
In health, I have lived without it for six years. Through
my folly that health was undermined. To undo the
effect of that folly, instead of paying with my life for
it, I went to milk always hoping to struggle out of it
again. The struggle must continue. Every defeat humbles
me, chastens me and opens up newer outlooks. The
urge for struggle becomes intenser with defeat. The
continuance gives me peace. Col. Steele, the Civil
Surgeon, comes to see me every fortnight and
Major Martin Came today. Their first remark was that
I was looking exceptionally well. And this after prac-
tically three days' fast. And they were right. I am not
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